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Spying on a spy for the people
who spy on spiese BY Rosert CoLaurs

BOUT TWO YEARS AGO

United Nations, bought micro-
fiche copies of four U.S. gov-
ernment technical reports at
the Government Technical In-
formation Document De-
pository within Columbia Uni-
versity’s Engineering Library.
During the following two
months he bought copies of three more.

Thetechnicalreponseoverresea{chfundedby
tax dollars and available to the public from re-
gearch institutions and libraries where they are
stored. The reports Mishchenko bought docu-
mented progress by the National Aeronautics and
Space Administration and the Los Alamos Na-
tional Laboratory in designing compact nuclear
reactors for defense satellites.

None of the reports Mishchenko bought was
classified, but the designs and information con-
tained in them detailed recent achievements in re-
search on compact nuclear reactors.
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Three vears earlier, Mishchenko’s predecessor,
Vladimir Demenienko, had also bought technical
reports from the depository, more than 35 of them,
on subjects ranging from the mechanics of robot
m%mtorsdwm ive waste-contain-
ment A
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become familiar to them. Because I had been the
reference assistant who had dealt most often with

Mishchenko, he became part of my stable.
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In order to borrow the microfiche reader-printer
lens from the charge desk, he presented his New
York State driver’s license, giving his address as
136 East 67th St. The average citizen would not
have had any particular reason to recognize that
address as the Soviet mission. Reference librarians,
however, make their living by knowing just that
sort of unusual information, which placed me in an
ethical dilemma: Here was a Soviet who obviously
wanted to get his hands on U.S. , and li-
brarians aren’t supposed to restrict information or
who gets it. .

The next time I saw Mishchenko, he requested a
copy of a report titled “Propegation of a Radio-
mugncyPulst;d;SigmlOmtheEarth.”There-
by the air detonation of a thermonuclear warhead
and the disruptive effects of such a pulse on radio
and telephone communications. Mishchenko of -
fered me “something extra” to copy it, which I de-
clined. He seemed brazen.

I decided to call the State Department. A lawyer
|theresaidthatingenemlitdidnotsamdlikesome-
‘ thingmhchenkowghttobedoing.AnFBIagmt
phonedmebackthreedayslatuandasbdmeto
oanedownl:otheNewYorkFedemlBuﬂding.Isaid
Icwkiprohaplymakeitinafewdays.HesaidI
shmldmakextaﬂ:mthenextma'ning.

Iwasmetbytheagentwhowasmppoaedto
m ! ” Hev;moneofaﬁoormore

assigned to cover foreign di -
rectly identified Mishchenko m%rnomdlpﬂlﬁnmphotopapl e hs

Iwuahqwn..AﬁethadtoldwhatIknew,the
agentsaldMlshchenkphadnotdoneanythingﬂle-
gal;heha:_lbeenworhngwithintbez&mﬂezoneof
maneuvering that Soviet diplomats stationed in
NewYorkarea]lowed,andaslongasnoneofthe
doctnnentshehadaskedforhadbeenclmsiﬁed,he
could buy copies of them.

The FBI agent said, however, that Mishchenko
mlght_:asktomeetmesomewhereawayfmmCo-
lumbm:.“Yoqmayﬁndallofasuddenhe’llbebest
ofbuddxesthhyw;he’llbewoniedabwthing
seentoomanynmesand'willwanttomoveyouto
gmmd_wherehefee]soonﬁdent.”lfhedid,wouldl
‘l‘:sset"” V&oom;:ll evVhm;:hth‘eMm.lmhenkoagerIt hes

? meet wi i
allItothebureau? »then tell
cozﬂdwalkwtoftheofficeiflwantedto,the
agentsald.lf,ontheotherhand,ldiddecidetobe-
comean“aaset,”Iwastorememberthatmyown
e e st . any e [ 1t 2 e
interfering with my own life I coul
andrnll):wout.lboughtin.y doay so

The agent’s assumptions were startlingly correct.
Mishchenko took the opportunity of my graduation
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. and a new job I told him about to invite me to an
expensive lunch “to celebrate.” I phoned the FBI
with place and time.

Mishchenko, late for the lunch, was casual and
relaxed, and spoke directly of being a Soviet diplo-
mat. He talked about his duties at the United Na-
tions and at the mission, looking, it seemed, to see
if I might balk.

We talked about my new job—at the investment
advisory company Value Line Inc.—and our re-
spective vacations, troubles between India and
Pakistan, diplomacy and the need for better inter-
national understanding. His English was excellent
and only slightly accented. American idioms gave
him little trouble, and only occasionally would he
slip with a stressed syllable (skiing in the Po-
CONE-0s).

Now that Mishchenko had “broken me away,”
the FBI agent predicted that the frequency of con-
tact would drop off to roughly one meeting per
month. “He has to report to his people just like I
do,” my case officer told me.

At next month’s meeting, in a Chinese restaurant
called the Chun Cha Fu on the Upper West Side
(Mishchenko had a terrible time pronouncing it
over the phone), he turned the conversation toward
my job and the computers I used at work. He
wanted to know how I spent my weekends and
where I liked to travel. He was interested in my
home state of Delaware, some three-quarters of
which is off-limits to Eastern Bloc diplomats. He
mentioned how troublesome his own family’s travel

and weekends were because of difficulties ohtaining

State Department permission for travel outside the
25-mile limit.

The FBI, which at the time was handling some
spectacular espionage cases, wanted time to try to
sort out what it knew. Partly to give itself this time
and partly to test the depth of Miahchenko’s inter-
est, the FBI instructed me to excuse myself from the
next meeting.

Mishchenko’s dinner invitation came on schedule
the last week in July. He accepted my excuse of hav-
ing to work late that evening. “As long as he can re-
port back that he made contact with his prospect for
the month,” my case officer commented, “he prob-
ably doesn’t care if he actually met you or not.”

My case officer went on to speculate that Mish-
chenko might very well tell his boss he’d met me
anyway and pocket the dinner expenses. Working a
prospect can put a Soviet operative on the fast
track to dinners out, travel and other expenses, and
a good bag of prospects shows how hard the opera-
tive is working.

MISHCHENKO CALLED AGAIN at the end
of August. This time he phoned me at my office
only minutes before I would have left for the day
and, instead of meeting me in the usual way at a
specified restaurant, he met me outside and sug-
gested we go to a second restaurant, Nicole’s, some
distance away on 10th Avenue. We were the only
patrons. At dinner he complained it was difficult
for Soviet diplomats to meet American people as
friends and, by the way, I had not mentioned any
of our little dinners to enyone, had I?
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No. I had not thought it was any big deal.

Oh, of course not.

We talked movies, beer, Russian literature, trans-
lators, the recent Marine incident in Leningrad, the
Olympics. Mishchenko said that despite the Soviet
boycott, the staff at the mission had watched the
Olympics on TV. He said that with all his work

paring for the upcoming session of the United
Nations and for Foreign Minister Andrei Gromyko’s
visit, he had yet to find himself another “broker”
who could help him in his research and get his re-
ports the way I had been able to. He had been back
to the library recently, but the people working there
now were not as skillful or helpful to him as I had
been—had I ever thought of setting up a document
retrieval business for myself? Just a thought. He
could not be sure when he could get free during the
next month, but it had been a good evening.

'THE FBI AGREED. “I can't believe he’s being
this obvious,” my case officer commented. On the
strength of Mishchenko’s hint about document re-
trieval, the FBI decided that the meetings were
worth continuing. ] was handed off to a new case
officer and asked if I would be willing to take a
polygraph test to reassure Washington. Again, if I
said no, the whole thing would simply stop.

I cleared the polygraph test and continued to eat
my way through my own version of a second Rus-
sian grain deal. About this time somebody at the
Soviet mission suddenly caught on to the fact that
having a prospect who worked for a maior Amer-

ican investment advisory
company might be valuable.

Mishchenko asked me to
look around my company,
particularly our library, to see
what kinds of news releases,
corporate earnings reports
and files were stocked there.
He seemed intrigued that
stock investment advisory
services would, as part of their
assessment of a corporation’s
weaknesses or  strengths,
evaluate the personal qualities
of the operating executives.
He wanted to know how such
seemingly private information
was accessed.

I relayed this new develop-
ment to my case officer who
told me not to risk my job. If I
needed to supply anything,
the FBI would get it for me.
Most of the stuff Mishchenko
asked me to look for was ma-
terial that the Soviet mission
could have had (and very
likely already did) simply by
subscribing.
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The FBI thought Mish-
chenko’s requests were to
evaluate my willingness to
run errands. Further meet-
ings were approved as the
FBI waited for Mishchenko

to give me a more sensitive

task. Now that Mishchenko
was meeting regularly with
me, his contacts with his
other American prospects
had dropped off.

The major task-assignment
came at the end of Novem-
ber. At that meeting, Mish-
chenko’s shifts of conversa-
tional topics were more
abrupt than usual, moving
from casual talk to probing
questions about my own
work. During the meal, he
put me through an embar-
rassing, simplistic and insult-
ing lecture on the “benefits of
the Soviet way of life” where
the television newscasts al-
ways ended with a pogitive

ftory item and where no one

‘owned anybody else.”

He mentioned that while
he had been stationed in
Vienna attending the U.N.
Subcommittee on Peaceful
Uses of Outer Space, he had
become friendly with a con-
sultant from either an Eng-
lish or a French firm (surely
he knew the difference) who
had had with him a thick
book of helpful figures, a very
expensive book; the consult-
ant had kept it with him al-
ways, but Mishchenko had
gotten to look at it during
meetings. Mishchenko said
he could not remember the
title exactly. It went some-
thing like “NASA Space
Market,” by Frost and Sulli-
van. Would I be able to bor-
row a copy of it?

Frost and Sullivan is a
market research company
that evaluates industry re-
ports and, using its own ex-
pertise, produces studies so
comprehensive that, had the
United States or any other
government produced them,
much of the material could
have been classified.

Frost and Sullivan offered
two reports similar to the
titles Mishchenko had given

know that I would not be able
to get them for his friend. The
Nov. 28 meeting turned out to
have been our final one.

In January Mishchenko
was recalled to Moscow, not
under any obvious cloud, but
it did come two years earlier
than his five-year tour should
have ended. Mishchenko and
his wife spent a hurried cou-

ple of weeks before their

departure shopping for pre-
sents such as five video re-
corders and cassettes of
American movies. When his
replacement arrived in New
York, Mishchenko dutifully
drove him around town for
several days. Then Mish-
chenko sold his car and flew
home.

I was relieved. My experi-
ence had been relatively be-
nign: I was able to steer clear
of both superpowers without
jeopardizing my career or my
country. Others haven’t been
so lucky. |
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